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by Jack Ritchie 


alph,” I said darkly, “I 

have always been sus- 

picious when a very 

rich man has apparently 
ao his a life. 
y, Henry?” 

I smiled grimly. “Suspi- 
cion is my business.” 

Nevertheless, everything 
seemed to be in order. 

Orville Tucker, a man in 
his middle sixties, had been 
found dead on the sofa in his 
study at three p.m. by his 
housekeeper-cook, Mrs. 
Brewster, when she entered 
the room to wake him from 
his afternoon nap. 

Tucker had a single bullet 
wound in his head. Beside 
him lay a .32 caliber revolv- 
er. Apparently, no one in the 
house heard the shot. 

Tucker’s fingerprints had 
been found on the gun and in 
his left hand he clutched a 
paper upon which were 
typed the words, “Ask Adri- 
enne. 563-2704.” 


dialed the number and 
found that I was talking 
to the United Trouble 
Hot Line—a service to help 
people in trouble. Adrienne 
was not on duty at the mo- 
ment but would be in at 
seven that evening. I imme- 
diately dispatched a uni- 
formed officer to her apart- 
ment with orders to bring 
her to the Tucker residence. 
h and I then ques- 

tioned Mrs. Brewster. 

“Mrs. Brewster,” I asked, 
“do you know of any reason 
why Mr. Tucker might have 
wanted totake his own life?” 

She was a large-jawed 
woman in her mid-fifties. 
“Well, he wasn’t feeling too 
good. He had to be careful of 
what he ate.” 

“How long have you been 
employed by Mr. Tucker?” 

“Twenty-five years, give 
ortakea little.” - 

“Would you happen to 
know who Mr. Tucker’s 
heirs are?” 

“As far as I know, there’s 
only one. Miss Beatrice, his 
niece.” 

“Are you by any chance 
mentioned in Mr. Tucker’s 
will?” 

“He told meI was.” 

“To what extent?” 

“Fifty thousand dollars, 
for loyal and faithful ser- 
vice.” 

I took Ralph out of ear- 
shot. “Ralph, fifty thousand 


dollars is a powerful motive 
for murder. She could have 


sneaked into Tucker’s den 


during his nap. Then, acting 

swiftly, she could have 

presced the gun into his limp 
and, forcing his finger to 

pull the trigger.” 

' “What about the note, 

Henry?” 

“Ah, yes. Why wasn’t it 
signed?” 

“Now, Henry, it wasn’t ex- 
actly a suicide note, was it? 
dust a name and a telephone 
number. Why shouldhe sign 
something like that?” 

When Tucker’s niece, Be- 
atrice, arrived she was ac- 
companied by a tall, some- 
what shifty-eyed man. 

“This is Clarence Kenni-. 
cott,” she said, introducing 
her escort. 

He nodded confirmation 
and patted her hand. ; 

I dislike fecple who pat 
hands and decided to incor- 
porate him into my open- 
ended list of bie ne 

I commenced the ques- 
tioning. “Do you have any 
idea why your uncle might 
have committed suicide?’ 

“Well, he was in rather 
poor health. Didn’t he leave 
anote or something?” 

“In a way,” Ralph said 
enigmatically. “You are 
your uncle’s sole heir?” 

“As far asl know.” 


ennicott amended that. 
“Except for a hundred 
thousand dollar be- 
uest to Dr. Rathbourne and 
thousand to Mrs. Brew- 
ster, everything goes to Be- 
atrice.” 
I regarded him narrowly. 
How do you happen to know 
that?” 


“Tam Orville Tucker’s ex- 
ecutor.” 

Ralph drew me out of ear- 
shot again. “Well, Henry, 
what do you think?” 

“Ralph,” I said, “I am a 
keen judge of character. 
That woman could not possi- 
bly have shot her uncle.” 

“Why not?” 

“She simply isn’t the type. 
But take that Kennicott. He 
has the look of an assassin.” 

“For shame, Henry. You 
can’t judge a book by its 
cover.” 

“Perhaps not, Ralph, but 
notice the way he fawns over 
Beatrice Tucker. I wouldn’t 
be surprised if he has the 
fantastic idea that shé will 
marry him as soon as the 
dust settles and he will be in 
a position toshare her inher- 
itance.” 

A uniformed officer now 
entered the room with a ra- 
ven-haired woman in her 
twenties. 

*Ah, ha,” I said. “You are 
Adrienne?” 

She nodded. “And you are 
Detective-Sergeant Henry 
S. Turnbuckle.” 

Thad Adrienne McCullum 
tell her story. 

“Well, Mr. Tucker phoned 


me three times last week at 

the hot line. Only I didn’t 

know he was Mr. Tucker 

then, because he wouldn’t 

give me his last name, just 
is first.” 

She decided to give me 
some background. “I work at 
the hot line three hours ev- 
ery week night. For charita- 
ble reasons and for my Ph.D. 
thesis.” ‘ 

“Why was Tucker calling 
the hot line?” 

“His health, or the lack of 
it. He was depressed and 
threatened to commit sui- 
cide, but I always managed 
to talk him out of it. At least 
until today. I repeatedly 
tried to get his full name so 
that I could get help to him, 
but he refused to give it.” 

“Did he specifically ask to 
speak to ee 

“Not the first time. I just 


dred thousand. We’ve been 
friends since we were kids.” 

“Where were you between 
two and three this after- 
noon?” 

He hesitated. “I was in my 
office. My receptionist and a 
half-dozen patients could 
verify that.” 

“When did you see Tucker 
last?” 

“Thursday evening. I 


dropped in and we played> 


some chess.” 

I addressed Adrienne. 
“Was Tucker’s health all 
that he talked about?” 

“Mostly. He complained 
about his liver, kidneys, 
stomach and arthritis.” 

Dr. Rathbourne frowned. 
“Are you positive about 
that? Tucker didn’t have ar- 
thritis.” 

She thought it over. 
“Well, come to think of it he 


Dial an Al 


happened to be on duty on 


that line. However, after 
that first session he would 
speak only tome.” 

Then Dr. Rathbourne ar- 
rived. He proved to be a ro- 
tund man of late middle age. 
He nodded toboth Kennicott 
and Beatrice Tucker and 
asked me, “Orville commit- 
ted suicide?” 

“So it would appear. For 
the moment, at least. Can 
you tell me the general con- 
dition of Orville Tucker’s 
health?” . : 

Dr. Rathbourne replied 
with ashrug. “He had plenty 
of things wrong with him 
and he wasn’t getting any 

ounger, but he could easily 
have lived another ten or 
fifteen years.” 

I smiled significantly. 
“You are mentioned in 
Tucker’s will?” 

"Yes. He told me that he 
intended to leave me a hun- 


‘mentioned arthritis only 


once.” Now she, too, frowned 
and asked. “You came here 
Thursday evening and 


‘played chess with Tucker?” 


« 


Yes.” 

“Did he leave at about 
eight o’clock and remain 
away for fifteen or twenty 
minutes?” 

“No. We sat down about 
seven-thirty and played 
steadily until almost ten.” — 

“Aha,” Adrienne said tri- 
umphantly. “Then who 
made the phone call to me at 
the hot line at eight o’clock 
Thursda: ard If it 
wasn't Tucker Thursday 
night, then it certainly 
wasn’t Tucker all the other 
nights, because it was the 
same voice.” 

Dr. Rathbourne rubbed 
his jaw. “Then this person 
pretending to be Tucker got 


careless and accidentally in- . 


cluded his own arthritis 


when dwelling on Tucker’s 
illnesses.” 

I had been on the verge of 
pointing Wet out. 

Dr. Rathbourne frowned 
at Kennicott. “You have ar- 
thritis, Clarence,” he said. 

I expected Kennicott to 
point out that millions of 
people have arthritis, but he 
just shrugged. 

Beatrice Tucker blinked. 
“What possible reason could 
Clarence have for killing 
Uncle Tucker?” 

I opened my mouth to 
speak, but Dr. Rathbourne 
got there first. “I’ve heard 
rumors that Clarence is 
deeply in debt. Frankly, I} 
think he murdered your un- 
cle because he’s got the wild 
idea that he will succeed in 
marrying you and sharing 
your estate.” ; 

Beatrice Tucker stared at 
Kennicott. “Good heavens, | 
Clarence! I would never mar- 
ry a man who keeps patting 
my hand.” 

Adrienne zeroed in on 
Kennicott. “You never 
thought that there was a 
ghost of a chance that you 
would have to talk to me on 
the phone again, much less 
actually see me in person. I 
can imagine your surprise 
when T walked into the 
room.” 


he said smiling grimly, 
S** wonder { Faven't 

heard you say a word 
since I came in. Say some- 
thing, anything. you're 
the person who made those 
phone calls I'll recognize 
your voice.” 

Kennicott glared at all of 
us and then whipped a pen 
and notebook from his pock- 
et. He scribbled on a page, 
tore it out and handed it to 
me. 
It read, “I refuse to say 
anything until I’ve seen my 
lawyer.’ 

Well, that did it. Among 
all of them they had greedily 
solved the case. At the mo- 
ment it wasn’t airtight, of 
course. However, now that 
we had a target, so to speak, 
we would undoubtedly dig 
up solid evidence. 

Nevertheless my mood 
was far from euphoric. I 
sighed. “Ralph, why is life so 
short and the days so long?” 

“Now, Henry,” R 
said. “Don’t brood. 
guessed that it was Kenni- 
cott from the beginning.” 

“Ralph, guessing and de- 
ducing are not the same 
thing. I would have pre- 
ferred to deduce.” I stared at 
all of them and continued, 
“Without interference.” 

“Sure, Henry. You were 
just outnumbered. It took all 
of them to solve the case.” 

Outnumbered? I bright- 
ened a bit. Well, yes, there 
was that. If] had been given 
just a little more time, I 
would certainly have solved 
thecaseinshortorder. @ 


